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Mrs. Siddons had as much bustle as the restless lady
required, and spoke the dialogue naturally and skilfully;
but the laughter excited was not of the hearty kind. How
Miss Haughton played it from Murphy's instruction I have
no knowledge; but we know that Yates was his Sir John
Restless, and I think there is more actual comedy in the
wife than in the husband. I believe a repetition of the play
was not called for on the present occasion ; and whether
welcome or otherwise the general judgment seemed to be
that at least modern comedy did not come within the range
of our great tragedian. I have ventured before to think the
very attempt impolitic, as sullying the consequence of
female tragedy. Mrs. Yates, it should be remembered, in
this comedy acted Belinda (Beverley's Julia), not Lady
Restless; and Mrs. Yates had more of Siddons than any
previous tragedian of that age.

The revival of The Count of Narbonne at Drury Lane
Theatre was the precursor of a new tragedy by Captain
Jephson, called Julia. The exertions of Mrs. Siddons and
her brother in the former play had suggested to the in-
genious author a second display of her powerful talent, in
which the passions should be touched in a deeper and
alarming key, and love and jealousy and hatred excite all
that was terrible in dramatic effect. Mentevole, the part
assigned to Mr. Kemble, worked out considerably beyond
the Julia in the composition of the play, whatever might
have been designed in the sketch. It was the true Italian
lover. The incident, it seems, had once actually occurred
in Guernsey, for frantic passion is confined to no one spot;
the author, however, was certainly judicious in choosing
that soil for the birth of his hero which is said to engender
alike the deadliest crime and the greatest genius, and
every produce is luxuriant even to rankness.

* It is the bright day that brings forth the adder.'

This play is c the image of a murder' done in Genoa,
where, on the eve of his intended marriage, a young noble-
man is found murdered. As he wore a picture of the bride,
his assassin, passionately enamoured of her, brings it away